

r The Tragedy of Othello 

He (in good time) mu ft his Leiutenanr be. 

And I Sir (blefie the marke) his Moorelhips Ancienr. 

Rod* By heauen I rather would haue bin his hangman. 
lag. But ther's no remedy , 

Tisthecurfeoffcruice, 

Preferment goes by letter and affection,^ 

Not by the olde gradation, where each fecond 
Stood heire to the fir ft : 

Now fir be iudge your felfe, 

Whether I, in any iuft tearme am affin d 
to loue the Moore? 

Rod. I would not follow him then. 
lag. O fir, content you, 

I follow him to ferue my turne vpon him. 

We cannot all be mailers, nor all mailers 
Cannot be truely followed, you Ihall marke 
Many a dutious and knee-crooking knaue. 

That (doting on hisowne obfeqsuous bondage; 

Weares out his time much likens mailers Me, 

For nought bat prouender, and when hce s old calhierd, 
W hip mee Inch honell knaues : 

Others there are, 

Who crim'd in formes and villages ot duty . 

Keeps yet their hearts, attending on tnemf^ues, 

And throwing but Ihewcs of ferutce on thur Lords , 

Doe wcli thriue by ’em, 

And when they haue lin’d th.ir coates, 

Doe themfelues homage, _ 

Thofe felloes haue Tome foule; 

And luchaonedo; i grqfefleny felfe,--- -for > 

It is as fare-as you are Roderigo 
Were I the Moore, I would not be I «g° ' 

In following him, 1 follow but my lelre- 

for when my outward aSion doth demon toate 
The natiue aft, and figure of my W"?* 
lacompknient extern?, tis not long atte , 


the Moore of Venice. 

But I will weare my heart vpon my fleeue. 

For Dawes to pecke at, 

I am not whart am. 

Rod. What a full fortune docs the thicklips owe. 

If he can carry’tthus? 
lag. Call vp her father, 

Rowfe him, make after him, poy fon hi$ delight, 

Proclaime him in the ftreer, incenfehcrKinfmen, 

And tho he in a fertile climate dwell, 

Plague him with flyes : tho that his ioy be ioy r 
Yet throw fuch changes of vexation out. 

As it may loofe fome colour. 

Rod . Here is her fathers houfe, He call aloud. 
fag. Doe with like timerous accent, and dire yell. 

As when by night and negligence, the fire 
Is fpied in populous Cities. 

Rod. What ho, Brabantto , Seignior Braidntio ^ho, 
lag. Awake, what ho, Brabant™, 

Theeues, theeucs, cheeues : 

Looke to your houfe, your Dauglater, and your bags, 
Theeues, theeues. 

Brabantio at a 'towdo'Vv* 

Bra. W hat is the reafon of this ten ible fummons ? 

What is the matter there ? 

Rod. Signior, is all your family within? 
lag. Arc your doOres loekt ? 

Bra. Why wherefore aske you this ? 

fag Sir you are robd, for fhame put o,n your gowhe. 

Your heart is burft you haue loft halfc your foule ; 

Euen now, very now, an oldblacke Ram 
Is tuppmg your white Ewe ; ari(e,anfe. 

Awake the fnorting Citiz ns with the bell, 

Or eife the Diueil will make a Grandfire of you, arife I fay. 
Bra. What, haue you loft your wits? 

Rod , Moft rcuertnd Seignior, doe you know (ny voice ? . 
Bra. Not F, what are you ? 

Rod* My name is Redtrigo. 
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